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SYNOFEIR OF CAAFPTER 1.
I the trauches before Ilichmord Colonel Goas-
ta killsl in & charge of the Northern gol-

fon

diers.  His body-servant, Nelse, returna to the
olf home with letters for the Colonel's wife and
Nitle wonr, Thaerlie. He persuades the preachor,
the Reversnd John Dunham, to treak the news |
to Mre. Guston, who, after #itting alone ful'l
bours, hus an attack of brain fever and Is cut

la Charile riles for the doctor
and the pracher, and falls esicep that night
“po lenger a child, The shadow of a great gor- )
row hua snveloped his monl and clothed him with
the &igiityr and fellowghip <f the mystery of
pain.*

of her head

CHAPTER 11,
A LIGHT SHINING IN DARKNESS

In the rear of Mrs. Gaston's place there
stocd in the midst of an orchard & log
house of two rooms, with hallway between
them. Thers was u mud-thatched wooden
chimner ut each end, nnd from the bick
of the nallway a kitchen extension of the
same materis]l with ausother mud chimney.
The houss stood In the middle of a ten-
mere lot, and a woman was busy In the

garden with a lictle girl, planting seed. i
“Hurry up, Aunie, less fipish this in time |
to fix up a fnhe dinner er greens and tur- I'

nips an' “taters an’ 4 chicken. Yer pappy’il
Eot Y sure, Colonal Guston's |
Nelse coms lpst night. Yer pappy was in
the Colonel's reglment, an' Neizo Eald he |
passed him on the read comin' With' two |
one-logged soldiers, He ain't got but ons )
Ieg, he says. But, Lord, If thers’s a plece |
of him left we'll prales God an’ be thankful ]
for what woe've got.”

*Maw, how dld he look® I mos® forgot— !
*s been 80 long sence 1 seed hlm?' msked
the chiid

*Laok! Honey! He was the handsomest
man !n Tamnpbell County! He had a tall, !
fine figure, brown curly beard, and the
aweetest mouth that was always smilin® at
me, an' his eve twinklin' over somethin’
foenny he'd sced or thought sbout. When
ha was young ev'ry pgul around bhers was
erazy about him, T got him all right, an’
he got me, ton, Oh, me! 1 can't belp hut

ery. to think he's been gone su lomg! Hat
he's coming to-day! 1 jes' feel it In m:u']
bonea™

|

“l<ok & yonder, maw, what a skeer i
erow ridin’ er ole hoss!" cried the :lrl.loobl
ing suddenly toward tha road H

E LEOPA

| head that once had Leen

“Glory to God! It's Tom!* sho shouted,
snasching ber old faded sun-bonnet off her
head and faisly tlving across the fleld to the
gate, her cheeks aflame, bher blond halr
tumbling over her shoulders, her eyves wet
with tenrs.

Tom was entering the gats of his modest
Lomie I as fOne style as posusible, seated

! proudly on a stack of bones that had once

horve, an okl plece of wiol an lis
a bkat, and a
wooden peg fitted Into & stump where once
was o leg. His face was pale snd stained
with the red dust ¢f the hill roads, and
his beard, row from gray, acd his ragged,
buticnless uniform were covered with dirt
He was truly & sight to scaro crows, Il not
of Interest Lo buzzards. Hut to the woman
whose swift feet were hurrving to his side,
end whose Ups were muttering balf-articu-
lute cries of love, he was the knightilest
figura that ever rode o the Heis befure the
assernbled beauty of the world,

“Oh! Tom, Tom, Tom, my ols mun! You'vs
come at last!” she subbed, as she threw
her arms around hls neck, drew him from
the horse and fuirly smothered him with
kisses

“Iook out, ole woman, you'll brenk my
new legl" cried Tom, when he could got
breath,

“I don't eare—I'll get you another one,”
the laughed through her tears,

“leuk out there agaln; you'rs smashing
my game shoulder. Got er minnle ball in
that ene!™

“Well, vour mouth’s all right, I s=e¢," cried
the delighted woman, as she kKiseed and
Kissed Ltm.

“Bay, Aanle, don't te so greedy; glve me
n chance at my young one.” Tom's eyes
were devouring the excited girl who Lad
drawn nearer."

“Come und klss your pappy and tell him
how glnd you are to see him!" sald Tom,
gathering her in his arms and stiempting
e carry her 1o the houss,

He stumbled and feil. In 2 moment the
wirong arms of his wife were about him
and she was helping him Into the house,

Suddenly Tom pushed her aside and
sprang up In bed,

“Geeminy, Annis, I forgot my pardners—
there's twn more peg-icgs out at the gate
by this Ume waltlng for us (o ge! Lthrough
huggin' and ecarryin' en before they come
in. Run, fetch 'em in quiak!™

been a
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Tom struggled to his feet and met them
at the door,

“Come right Into my palace, boys. I've
sepn somo fine places In my time, but this is
the handsomest one 1 ever set eyes on. Now,
Annie, put the big pot in the littie one and
dun't stand back for expenses. lat's have
a dinner these fellers’ll never forget.”

It was o feust they never forgot. Tom's
wife had ralsed a brood of early chickens,
and managed to keep them from being stol-
en. She killed four of them and cooked
them a8 only a Southern woman knows
how. She baud sweet potatoes carefully
suved in tho mound agalnst the kitchen
chimney., There were turnips and greens
and radishes, young onlons and lettuce and
hot eorn dodgers fit for a king; and In ths
center of the table she defily fized a pot
of wild flowera littls Annie had gathered.
She 4id not tell them that it was the last
peck of potatoes and the Isst pound of
merl. This belonged to the mortow, To-
day they would llve,

They laughed and joked over this splendil
banguet, and told stories of days and nights
of hunger and exhaustion, when they had
filled thelr empty stomschs with dreams of
home.

“Miss Camp, you've got the best husband
In seven States; dld you know that?’ asked
one of the soldlers, & mers boy,

“0f course she'll agres to that, sonny,™
inughed Tom.

“Well, It's so, If {t hadn't been for him,
ma'am, we'd a been * along some-
where way up In Virginny, "stead o' beln’
vo close to home. You see, he let us ride
his hoss o mile an® then he'd ride a mile.
We took It turn about, an’ hers we are.”

*Tom, how io the world 4id you get that
horse?" usked his wile,

“Honey, 1 got him on my good looks™
si!ld he witha wink. *“You ses, I was &
gettin’ out thers in the sun the day o
the surrender., I was sorter crying and
wondering how I'd get home with that
siump of wood Instead of a foot, when
along come a chunky heavy-set Yankeo
General, looking as glum as though his
folks had surrendered instend of Marso
Robert. He saw me, stopped, looked at
me & minute right hard and says: 'Where
do you live?

“ *Way down In cle No'th Caliny," I snys,
‘at Hembright, not far from King's Moun-
tein.*
h:‘uwmmnluhmhu:mr-u

“God knows, I dou't, Goneral J got =
wife and baby dowa there I ain't secd for
uigh four years, and I want to sea "em 80
bad I can taste 'em. I was lookin' the
other way when I sald that, fer 1 wnas
purty well played out, and feelln® wealk
and watery about the eyes, an' I dldn't |
want no Yankes General to ses water in
my eyes.

“FHea called a fellar to him and sorter
snaopped out to him: ‘Go bring the best
horss you can epare for this man and
glve It to him."

*Then he turns to me and seed 1 was
all choked up and couldn't say nothin®
and says:

“‘I'm General Grant. Glve my love to
your folks when ¥ou get home. I've known
what It was to be & poor white man down
South myself oncs for awhile!

" +God bless you, General. I thanks you
from the bottom of my heart,’” 1 says ne
quick as 1 could find my tongue, *if {t had
to be surrender I'm glad It was to such &
man as you.'

“He never sald another word, but fust
walked slow alung, smolting a big clgar.
80, ole womau, you know the reason T
namsd that hose ‘General Grant.' It may
be I have geen finer hosses than that one,
but I couldn't recollect anything about “em
on the road home.”

Dinner over, Tom's comrades rose and
looked wistfully down the dusty rosd lead-
ing southward,

““Well, Tom, ole man, we gotter b= er
movin',” sald the older of the two solllers
*“We're powerful oblesged to you fur helpin'
us along this fur™

“All right, boys; you'll find your traln
standin’ on the side o thes track, eatin'
Jes cllmb up, pull the lever an' let
ber go.

The men's faces brighiened, thelr lips
twitched. They looked at Tom. and then
at the old horse. They looked down the
long, dusty road stretching over bill and |
wvalley, hundreds of miles south, and then '
st Tom's wife and chlld, whispered to one
another a moment, and the elder sald:

“Ro, pardner, you've been awlul good to |
un, but we'll get slong somehtw—we ean't
taka yer hoes. It's all yer got now tar
make a lvin® on ver place*

“All 1 got!" shouled Tom. *“Man slive, !
aln't you seed my ole woman, as fat and
Jolly and han'some as when I married her
*leven yeare ago? Dido't you hesr her cry-
in' and shoutin' like she's crazy when I got
homa?t mlll.n.‘ljmllmI:wI.I.n.l..nli'mall

| male

eyes fes llke her daddy's? Don't you see
my cabin standin’ as purty as a ripe peach
In the middle of the orchard when hun-
dreds of flne houses ere [vin' In ashes?
Aln't 1 got ten acres of land? Aln't I got
God Afmlghty above me an' all arcund me,
the same God that .walched over me on ths
battlefields? All 1 got? That old stack o
bones that looks Itke er hoss? Well, I
reckon not!™

“Pardoer, it ain't right,” grumbled the
roldler, with more of cheerful thanks thamn
protest In his volca,

“Oh, get off, you fools,” mafd To =
naturedly, *“Aln't It my hoss? Clr:“t'?fo
what T please with him?r*

fo, with hearty handshakes they parted,
the two astride the ofd hors<'s back. Ons
31'13 t.(;a;{s I:;u rla::: lex. the other his left,
1] ave em a goo
elde to hold the cargo f;ilrt::lg[;:g. SRS

“Take keer, yerself, Tom:'™ thay both
cried In the same breath as they moved
away.

“Taka keer yerselves, bovs: I'm all
right,” answered Tom, as hs stumgped his
way back to the home.

Lefora reaching the house he sat down
on a wooden bench beneath u tree to rest.
It was the first week In May, and the leaves
were not yei grown. The sun was pour-
ing bis hot rays down Into the molst earth,
end the hent began to feel like summer.
As he drank In the beauty and glory of
the spring his soul was micited with joy.
The frult trees were luden with the promiza
of the treasures of Lhe umer and au-
turn; g =oftly to his
In the tree over hie head, and a
mockingblrd seated In the topmost branch
of an elm near hls cabln home was leading
the cratorio of feathored songsters. The
wild plum and blackberry briars wers In
full bicom In the fence corners, and the
Eweet odor filled the air. He heard his
wife singing In the houss,

“It'z a fine 0ld world, after all!'™ he ex-
claimed, leaning back and half closing his
exes, while a sense of ineffable peace filled
his goul. “Peace at iast! Thank God! May

| 1 never see a gun or a sword, or hear o

drum or a fife’s screnmn on this earth
egain!™

A hound ecame close wagging his tafl and
whining for a word of love and recogmi-
ton,
. .;:E‘dé, n;b. h:ld boy, you're the only one

ou’ ¥e to chass cotton-talls by

yourself now.”

Eob’s eyes watered and he licked his
matser's hand apparently understanding
avery word he sall

Breaking from hia master’s hands the
dog run towand the gate barking, and Tom
rose In haste as he rocognized the sturdy
tread of the preacher, the Reverend Jchn
Durliom, walklng raplidly toward the house.

Grisping him heartlly by the hand the
preacier sald;

*Tam, you don't knaw how it warms my
soul to look into your fnca agaln. When
you left, I foit llke a man who had lost

one hand. I've found It to-day. You're
tha same stalwart Christian full of joy
and love.

“Preacher, it's goml to have the Lord's

messenger spenk words llke them. I can't
tall you how giad I am to be home agaln
and ebaks vour hamd. 1 tell you it was
& comfort to me when [ lay awake at night
on them battlefialds, a wonderin® what had
become of my ole woman and the baby, to
recollect that you were hers, and how
often I'd heard you tell us how the Lord
tempere? the wind to the shorn jamb
Annie’s been telling me who watched out
for her them dark days, when there was
nothin’ to eat. I reckon you and your wife
knows the way to thls houss sbout as
well as you do to the church.™

Tom had puiled the preacher down onm the
®eit beside him while he 5214 this,

“The durk days have only begun, Tom.
I've come to see you to have you cheer me
up. Eomehow you always ecemed to me to
be closer to God thar any man in the
church. You will need all your faith mow.

i remember your worda I'm going to do

It scems to me that every second woman [
know fs s widow. Hundreds of families
have mo serd even to plant, no horses to

bid horses. Wkat are we to do? I ses hun-
ETY children in every house™

“Preacher, the Lord is Iocking down here
te-day and sees all this as plain as you and |
me. As loog as he Is In the sky everything
will come all right on the earth ™

:'Hnw'n your pantry ™ acked the prescher,

‘Don’t know. ‘Man shall not live by
bread alone,” yoo know. When I bear thess
| birds in tha trees an’ see this old dog wag-
[g:n' his tall ut me, and smell the brenth of
| t'h(-m fGowers. and It all comes over me that |
I'm done kiilin’ men, and I'm at home, with |
& bed to sleep on, a roof over my bead, a
woman to pet me and tell me "'m great and
tandmome, I don't feel like I'll ever peed
enything more to eat! I belleve I could live

work crops. no men who will work If they | to

a whole month hers witbout satin' a bita™

“Good. You come to the prayer meeting
to-nizht and say a few things ke that, and
the folks will belleve they have been eating
thres square meals every day.”

“I'll be there, 1 ain't asked Annle whal
sha's got, but I know she's got gréens and
turnips, onlons and collards and strawe

| berriea in the gardsn. Irish ‘taters’ll be bl@

encugh to eat In three weeks, end sweets
comin' right on. We've got a few chickens.
The biackberrles end plums and peaches
and apples are all on the rond. AN! Preache
cr, It's my soul that's bepn starved away
from my wife and chiid!"

“You don't know bhow much I need help
sometimes. Tom, [ am alwuys giving—give
Ing mywelf In eympathy and help otherm
I'm famlshed pow and then 1 fee]l falng
and worn cut. You seem (o fill me sgalm
with Hfe.”

“I'm glad to hear you say that,

I get down-hearted som=times, when 1 ‘
lect I'm nothin' but a poor white man, 2&
part in the church work Yon koow where
to ficd me!™ ]

“Well, that's partly what brought me
this morning, 1 want you to help me
lock after Mra Gaston and her little boy,
Bhe s prostrated over the death of
Colonsl and & hanging between lifp
death. She s In a dellrious condition
the tlme and must be watched day
night I want you to watch the first
of the night with Nelse, and Eve and
will watch the last ha!lf*

“Of course, I'll do anything T can for
Colonel's widder. He was the bravest
that ever led & regiment, and he was
father 1o us boys. I’ be thersn Bug
won't set up with that nigzger., He ean

“Tom, it's & funny thing to me that
md! & Christian as you aie should hate
nivger so. He's & buman belng. It's nel
vight™ 3
“He may be human, Preacker: 1
know. To tell you the truth, I have a
:oubu.l ':ln)-hnw. [ can't help I£
nows nte the sight of 'ewmn ke I
Fattlesnake." - .4'
“I'll fix 1t with Nelsa, then. You
!Pe first part of the night, till 12 o’chﬁw
I'll ko down with you from the church hi
night” sald the preacher, as he
Tom’s hand and took his leave.

(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT SUNDARY'
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All that history has given us of HL
Valentine {s that he was a prisst much
asteemesd by his countrymen for his loving
disposition. But the day celebrated In his
memory, for ‘tis sald he dled a martyr,
affords ample opportunity for dainty enter-
tainmant Particularly appropriate ls this
duy for betrothal luncheons, young brides’
*“at homes” or bridal party farewesils

The oolor schems should ba pink whish
= love's own color.

Flace in the center of the table uncoversd
by oloth a alrcular mirror on a hasdsome
asquare lace dolley, On the mirror
a heart-shape deslgn of moss and In
plase pink and cream-colored rosea thrust-
Ing through It a sllver arrow made of
wood, gilded The candles are to be pink
in sliver holders and shaded by pink shades,
thess to be placed at curners of the center-
place,

Al sach cover 1s & guest cand repressnting

S FOR A ST. VAL
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s pink heart plerced by an arrow, these
resting on dainty doylias matching those
used under the platea
The bon-bons should consist of candled
rose-potals and heart-shaped pink candles.
The lllustration represents the course
where lces are served. They can either

be pink, cream, molded Into heart shapes |

or rosesa, or for less expense color the
cream or ices pink, heap Into wall, slender
glasses, place a small gilt arrow, which

\

coms purposely and cost 13 cents a doxen,
Into each glassful Berve thess on lace
doylies or fancy plates.

Valentine Rings.

Rub the welght of six eggs of sugar with
the same welght In butter; when cream,
ndd the beaten yolks of slx eggs, one-half
leaspoon rose, one-half tleaspoon wvanlilia
extract, then the flour, and the stiffly beat-
en whites or eggs last; form Into rings, pla-
cing tiny candy hearts or pleces cul from

ECNTIN]
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ocandied Yrult on top, and hake in & moder-
ataly hot oven: arrange about a low vase
of spring bloasoms on a cake plate

Love Apple S8alad.

Remove the seeds from ripe tomatoes;
then fill the pulp chambers with a celery
salad; place one tomato on to lettuca, ar-
ranged ‘'on a pretty plate; serve each guest
with one.

Thers are varieties of ways to preparn
salad, but that mixed with pecan Kkernals |

. LUNCH.]
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finds favor generally. Cut the tenderssi
parts of celery into quarter-inch pleces;
toss together with half the same quan‘ity
of pecan meats cover with a boiled-cream
dressing, and Jet stand half an hour; then
mix. With this salad serve saltines

Jelly Hearts,

Prepare an orangs Jelly by sosking one-
half box gelatine In one-half cup cold wa-
ter unt!l perfectly softened: then add one
cup bolling water, julce of one lemon, one
cup sugar, ons pint blocd-orange juloe;
stir untll gelaiine and sugar are disolved;

pour into s shallow heart pan, lined with
& bit of candled pineapple, cut heart
ahape; set where they will become firm;
dip Into kot water an Instant, then un-
mold on n bank of follage and heap
whipped cream about

The Pumpkin.

Oh, greenly and fair In the land of the sun,
The vinea of the gourd and the rich malon

run,
And the rock and the tres and the coltage

snfold
TWith broad leaves all gresnness and blos-
soms all gold,

Like that o'er Nineveh's prophet once grew,
Whils we walted to know that his warning

was true,

And longed for the storm-glond, and -
troed In valn

Fer the rush of the whirliwind and red-fire
min,

Om ths banks of the Xenll the dark Span-
ish maiden

Ossnes up with the frult of the tangled vine
ladeny

m:n:‘m--:m- laughs eut to be-
o

Theough orangs leaves shining the bread
spheres of gold;

Tl with dearsr delight from his bome
in the North

©m the felda of his harvest the Yankee
looks forth,

Whare crook-necks are colling and yellow
frult shines,

And the sun of September maelts down on

his vines

AN on Thanksgiving Day, when from Bast
and from West,

Frem North and from South, eoms the pil.
srim and guest,

When the gray-haired New Englander sees
round his board

The old broken links of affection restorsd,

When the care-wearied man asecks his
mother once more,

And the worn

What molstens the lip and what brightens

ths aye?

What calls back the past, Mke the rich
pumpkin pls?

Oh frult loved of boybood! the old days re-
calling:

When wood purpling and

were
brown nuts were fallingl
When wild, ugly faces we carved In its

akin,
m:’n:f;l through the dark with a candle
When we laughed round the ecorn-heap,

with hearts all In tune,

Our chalr a broad pumpkin, eur lantern
the moon,

Telling tales of the falry whe traveled
lke steam

In a pumpkin-shaell sonch, with two rate for
her team!

Then thanks for thy presentl—nene swester
or better

Xer smoked from am evem or ciroled a
platter!

Fairer hards never wrought at a pastry
more fine,

Brighter eyes never watched o'er Its baking
than thine!

And the prayer, which my mouth Is too

=  full W express,

Ewells my beart that thy shadow may
never be less,

That the days of thy lot may be length-
ened below,

And the fame of thy worth like & pumpkin-

vine grow,
And thy life be as sweet, and its last sun.

setl sky
Galdn:-lllnud and fair as thy own pumpkin
pie

JOHN GREENLEAY WHITTIER

Landing of the Pligrim Fathers.

The breskine waves dashed high
On n slern and roclt-bound coaat,
And the woods aguinst a stormy sky

Thelr giant branches tossed.

And the heavy night hung dark
The hills end waters o'er,

When a band of exiles moored thelr bark
On ths wild New England shore

Not as the conqueror comes
They, the true-hearted, came;

Not with the roll of the stirring drumn,
And the trumpet that slngs of fame

Not as the flying come,
In silence and in fear;

They shook the depths of the desert gioom
‘With thelr hymns of lofty cheer,

Amldst the storm they sang,
And the stars heurd, and the sea;
And the sounding alsles of the Jdim woods

rang
To the anthem of the frea

The ocean eagle spread
From his nest by the white wave's foum;
And the rocking pines of the forest roared—
This was thelr welcomas home!

There were men with hoary halr
Amidst that pligrim band—

Why had they come to wither there,
Away from thelr childhood's land?

There was woman's fearless eye,
Lit by her deep love's truth;

There was manhood's brow, serenely high,
And the flery heart of youth

Whet sought they thus afar?
Bright jewels of the mine?

The wealth of sezs, the spolls of war?
They sought a falth’'s pure shrine!

t holy ground,
where first thay trod;
They left unstained what there they found—
Freedom to worship God.
FELICIA DOROTHEA HEMANS.

To My Mother.

Deal gently with her, Time; thess many
years

Of life have brought more smiles with
them than tears,

Lay not thy hand too harshly on her now,

But truce decline 8> slowly on hor biow

That (like a sunset of the Northern clime,

Whers twilight lingers In the summertime,

And fades at last Into the silent night,

Ere one may note the passing of the light).

Bo n:u she pass—since 'tls the commoa
oT—

Aw one whe, resting, sloeps and knows It

not.
~John Allan Wyeth in the Century Mags-

a, call |
soil

Unseen.
“And where Is God?" the Doubter asked
“l do not see him anywhere,
Behind what creature Is he masked,
In sea, on earth, In clouds, In alr?*

“And where is death?” the Mourner sighed,
"And yet T know that hoe Is pear;

Thers lles my dearest friend (hat
Nor voice, nor footstep did I hear”

“Where are the violets?' asked the child
*1 do not see them, yal 1 know,

Although the winds sre blowing wild,
They are alive beneath the snow,”

—Maurice Francis Egan, in Denahue's Mag-

-+

The Inchcape Rock.

No stir In the air, no stir in the sea—

The ship was as still as she could be:
Her salls from heaven recelved no motlong
Her keel was stcady In the ocean.

Without either sign or sound of their shock
The waves flowed over the Inchcape rock;
Fu little they rose, so little they fall,
They did not move the Inchcape bell

The holy abbot of Absrbrothok

Had placed that bell on the Incheape rock;

On 2 buoy in the storm it floated and |
swung,

And over the waves Its warning rung.

When the rock was hid by the surges’ swall
The mariners heard the warning bell,
And then they knew the pertlous rock,
And blessed the Abbot of Aberbrothok.

The sun in heaven was shining gay—

All things were joyful on that day;

The sca birds screamed as they wheeled
around.

And there was Joyance in thelr sound.

The buoy of the Incheaps bell was seen,
A darker speck on the occean green;

Bir Ralph, the rover, walked his deck,
And he fixed his eye on the darker specik

He felt the cheering power of spring—

It made nlm whistle, It mads him sing;
His heart was mirthful to exoass;

But the rover's mirth was wickedness,

His eye wan on the bell and float;

Quoth he, “My men, put out the boat;

Aundl row me to the Incheape rock,

And I'll plague the priest of Aberbrothok.™

The boat i lowered, the boatmen row,
And to the Inchcape rock they go}
Bir Ralph bent over from the boat,
And cut the warning bell from the float.

Down sank the bell with a gurgling sound;

The bubbles rose, and burst sround.

Quoth Sir RHaiph: “The mext who comes te
the rock

Will not bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok.™

Bir Ralph, the rover, salled away—

He scoured the seas for many a day;

And now, grown rich with plundered stors,
He steers his course to Beotland’s shore,

So thick a haze o'erspreads the sky
They cannot see the sun en high;
The wind hath blown a gale all day;
At evening it hath died away.

On the deck the rover takes his stand;

Bo dark [t ls they ses Do land.

Quoth Bir Ralp, It will be lighter soen,
For thera is the dawn of the rising moon™

“Cans't It:ur."' eaid ona “the breakars
roar

For yonder, methinks, should be the shere,

Now where we arg I oannot tell,

But I wish we could hear the Inchcape

They hear no sound; the swell Is 3
Though the wind bath fallen, they drift

Stonewall Jackson's Way.
Come, cheerlly, men, plis on the rails,
And stir the camp-fires bright;
No matter If the canteen falls,
We'll have a roaring night!
Here Ehenandoah brawls along,
There burly Blue-Ridge echoes strong,
To swell the brigade’s rousing song,
Of Btonewall Jackson's wayl ,

We see him not—his old slouched bat
Cocked o'er hls eye askew,

His shrewd, dry smlle, his speech so pat,
Bo calm, so bluni, so true;

The blue-light Elder kKnows "em wail,

Says he, "That's Banks—he's fond of shelll

Lord save his soul—we'll glve him heiil™
That's Btonewall Jackson's way!

Bilencel Ground arms! Kneel alll Hats offl
Old Btonewall's golng to pray!

Btrangla the foul thut dares to mcoff!
Attentlon! 'Tis his way!

Kneeling upon his nativa sod

In forma pauperis to God—

“Lay bare thine arm! BStretch forth thy

rod

1
Amen!” That's Stonewall's wayl

He's In the saddle now—Ful! In!
Steady, the whole brigade!

Hill's at the Ford. cut off! We'll win
His wav out. ball or bliuda!

No matter If gur shoes be worn,

No matter If our feet be torn;

Quick-stap! We'll with him before morn,
In Btonewail Jackson's Way!

The sun’s bright lances rout the mists
©Of morning, and, by George!

There's Longstreet struggling in the lists,
Hemmed by an ugly gorge;

“"Pope and hls Yankees whipped beforsl
Bayonets and grapel” hear BStonewall

roar;

“Charge. Btuart! Psy off Ashby's score,

In Btonewall Jackson's way!l"

Ah, woman, wailt, and watch, and yearn
For news of Stonewall's bandl

Ah, widow, read with eyes that burn,
That ring upon thy hand!

Ah, malden, weep on, hope on, pray onl
Thy lot Is not so all forlorn—

The foe had better ne'er been born
That gets in Btonewall's way!

—J. W. Palmer.

Btream of Life,

Life bears us on llka the current of &
mignty river., Our boat at first glides
down the parrow ohannel, through the
playful murmurings of the little brook and
the windings of its grassy borders. The
trees shed thelr blossoms over cur young
beads; the flowers on the brink seem to of-
fer themselves to our young hands; we are
bappy In hope, and we grasph engerly at
the beauties around us; but the stream bur-
ries on, and still our hands are empty. Our
courss in youih and manhood Is along &
wider and deeper flood, amid objects more
striking and magnificent. We are animated
by the moving pictures of enjoyment end
industry passing before us; we are excited
by some short-lived disappointment. But
our energy and our depression are both in
valn. The stream bears us on, and our Joys
and griefs are allke left behind us, o
We may be shipwrecked—we cannot be de-
layed; whether rough or smooth, the river
bastens to Its home, tlll the roar. of the
ocean is In our ears, snd the tossing of the
waves |s beneath our feet, and

are lifted up around us, and we take o
leave of earth and Its Inhabitants, until
o‘gi\n-tharv thers is no wil

Power of Habfit.

I remember once rldilng from Ruffale to
Niagura Falls, I sald
“What river Is that, sir?”" “That!'” he
enjd, “la Niagara River” “Well It 1s a
beautiful stream,' sald I, “bright and fair
and glassy; how far off are the rapids?™
“Only a mlle or two,"” wasa the reply.
is possible that only & mile from us we
shall Aind the water In the !vriwulence which
It must show near to the falls?" "“You will
find It so, sir.” And so I found it, and
tha first sight of Niagnra I shail never
forget, Now, launch your bark on that
Ningara Elver; it 13 bright, amooth, beau-
tiful and giassy., There is & ripple at the
bow; the ellver wake you leava behind adds
to ths enjoyment.

Down the strecam you glide, oars, safls
and helm In proper trim and you set out
on your pleasure excursion. Suddenly somas
one cries out from the bank: “Young men,
aghoy!" *“What s It *“The rapida ars
below you.'
the rapids, but we are not such fcols as
to get there, If we go too fast, then we
shull up with the helm and steer for the
shore; we will set the mast In the socket,
holst the sall nnd speed to the land. Then
boys; don't bte alarmed, there I» mno

on,
danger .

*“Young men, ahboy thers!™ *“TWhat is
1t "“The rap!ds are below you!'" *“Hal

ha! We will lnugh and quaff; nll things
dellght us. What care we for future!™ No
man ever saw It Sufficlent for the day s
ths evil thereof. We will enjoy life while
we may:; will catch pieasure as It fles
This s enjoyment; time enough to steer
out of danger when wo are salling swiftly
with the current”

*“Young men, ahoy!™ “What Is 1t?™
“"Beware! beware! The raplds are below
you!” Now you see the waler foaming all
around. Eee how fast y¥ou pass that point!
Up with the helm! Now turn! Full hard!
Quick! quick! guick! Pull for your Ulvcal
Pull till the blood starts from the nostrils
gnd the veins stand like whip-cords upon
your brows! set the mast In the socket!
Hoist the eall! Ah! ah!

It s too late! Bhirking, curuing, howl
ing, blapheming, over they go.

Thousands go over the raplda every year
through the power of habits, ¢rying all the
while: “When 1 find out that it is Injur-
ing me I wiil give it up!™

JOHN B, GOUGE.

The Mald and the Luncheon.

Once upon a time there was a young man
who cared very littie for the soclety of
women and found no pleasurs In thelr com-
pany, until he met a young lady who was
elothed In sllk, satin, velvet, lace and jew-
als and made an exceedingly fine appear-
ance. Bhe recelved bis attentions very
gruciously, and, after a short acquaintance,
accepted an Invitation to the theater. When
the play was over Lhey went to & restau-
rant for a luncheon. X

“Isn't this eslad fine?” he asked.

“Yes,'” she anawered, “the lovely mayon-
nalse makes it just deilcious.”

Moral —A great deal depends on the dress-
lng

Dog’s Teeth,
De Btyle: “He pullsd ffisen testh from
ma.* 1
Gunbusta: “He's no dentist.™

De Style: 1 know I, but be pried open
the @og's moulh and yunked him eff.%

to a gentleman: |

“Ili

“Hun! ha! we hava heard of |

SLIPPERS AND SATIN HOSE
OF HISTORICAL ASSOGIATION

Collection of Early American Cos-
tumes in Boston Is Unique of
Its Kind—Artists Who Vis-
it the Museum to Study
0ld-Time Oddities
of Dresa.

Bpecial Correspondence ef The Bunday Repudlie.

{ Boston, Jan. 21—The collection of early
American costumes a: the Museum of Fine
Arts In this city ls practicaly the only cone
of the kind in existence. Iis Intereat te
Colonial Dame and Revolutionary Daugh-
ter, and its value to lllustrators and stud-
ents of bygons manners—not to speak of
historicsl novellsts—are all the greater from
the fact that there s no adequately pre-
pared book covering this epecial fleld. Thus
& number of well known artists—Mr. How-
ard Pyls for one—have come to the
museum for the preliminary studles of not a
few of thelr drawings, with the result that
some of the old garments in the collection
are familiar to thousands of magazine
and book reading Americans who have
never heard of the coliection itself.

Men’s Richly Embroidered Coats

and Women's Flowered Gowns.
The collection 18 still to be considered,
| however, as merely the nucleus of what
| time and attentlon may eventually make
| It It ranges now only from the first half
| of the elght#enth century to the middle of
the nineteenth, tha great majority of ar-
ticles dating from 1750 to about 1330, Alto-
il'-'ther thers are some I or 300 pleces,
from undergarments and baby clothes to
men's richly embroldered ecoats and
women's flowered brocade gowna One
part of the collection Is devoted to com~
plete sults; a second to separaie pleces like
wiilsteoats or pantaloons; and the third te
miscellansous articles, with the idea of
eventually mcquiring & ecomplete ocoliection
of ruffled shirts, hats and oaps, dalnty
sllppers and high-heeled shoes, quaint old
! tortolse-shell combs, and the other details
of early American costume.

Part of the collection is pressrved in the
cupboards of the Department of Textiles—
to which the whole pominally belongs—but
+ the most Interesting portion Is on public
exhibition.

Pale Blue Brocade Belonged

to Miss Lydia Hutchinson.

Many of the articles shown have histori-
cal gssoclations. There Is a beautiful gown
of paie blue brocade for example, which
belonged to Miss Lydia Hutchinson of the
well known Hutchinson family of Massa-
chusstts. Her father had been s judge and |
treasurer of Harvard College—a positicn
which has always counted for much In
| Eastern huretis—and her cousin-ger-
man, as she would have cailed him, was
the famous Thomss Hutchinson who pre- |
ceded General Gage as the last of the Pro-
vincial Governors.

A walstcoat of delleate white lace, which
was taken out of a prize ship captured In
the very beginning of the American Navy,
is thouglht to have been Intended for Sir
Harry Frankland, whose romantio love for
Agues Surriage Is the subject of a familiar
poem by Oliver Wendell Holmes, as well as |
an agreeabls novel by the late Edwin Las- |
siter Bynner. Two gowns are shown that |
are supposed to have been worn by the wife |
of James Lovell, a member of the Conti-
nental Congress, and later a Collector of
the Port of Boston; and another dress, of
green brocade, once graced a Salem wed-
ding In the days when Ealem was the cen-
ter of the East Indla trade, and the at-
mosphere that Hewthorne was later to re-
call In fiction was still a breathng reality.

Sait Worn by James Bowdoin,

Minister to Spain.

The most striking costume in this part
of the collectlon. however. Is the sult worn
by James Bowdoln when Minister to Spaln
arly In the last century. Bowdoin 13 proba-
bly the best remembered. as the founder of
Bowdoln Colleze, but he was a good man
and a capable In many lines; an early Rev-
olutionary patriot, and with John Hancock
and Samuel Adams one of the thres first
Governors of Massachusetta In addition
he was an amateur of the arts—which most
Revolutionary patriots were not—and the
oollecticn of drawings by the Old Masters
which he picked up abroad and left by will
to Bowdain College I3 one of tha best
—and perhaps still the best known—in this
country. Doubtless he would have been

it Is well worth exhibition for its richnss
snd dignity. The coat and knes breeches
are plum-colored broadcloth, the the former

julsitely or ted with n design of
silver thread, the same decoration on a
smaller scale being epplied to the cream-
colored satin waistcoat that was worn with
it. Eeveral other walstcoats worn by Bow-
doin, all of them dating from the same peri-
od in Spaln, may also be peen In the spocial
rooms of the textile department

]
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| m high back. In color, ns has been sald, the

Reconstruction Days in the South.

BY THOMAS DIXON, JER

GOV. BOWDOIN'S BEST CLOTHAL ' |

An Early American Planipotentiary’s Dreah
of Plum Colored Broadcloth and Cream
White Satin,

& wide skirt, the whols being of creamm
colarad brocade, prettly Mowered In pimig
and blus. The sk rt divides in front, reveals
ing a quilted petticoat of a delicate baf]
vivid pink. The bodice Itself Is cut
and square In front, with elbow sleeves

enstume harmonizes perfectly with the
plum-colored figure of the Honorable James
Bowdoin, and presents a str king contrast
to yet another figurs clothed with the gars
ments once worn hy one Matthew Rldlen
MAatthew Ridley was evident!ly of larges
stature than the dummy ocn which fate has
sines hung hir modest sauf-colored raimend
and the result makss his rather an awle
ward figure among the sialely personaged |
surrounding hin.

Among the other arlicles to ba seen, i®
the pubile galleries or by application to the
director, are the complete outfit worn by &
Indy In & journey from Boston to New Yorl
about the year 1515; & number of baby caps
of homespun linen. antedating the Revolpe
tion; ladies’ pruneila shoes, the tiny hesls
of which would scarcely have coversd m
gllver slxpence or a modern dime, and &
variety of fina lnen undergarments,
hoods, silic stockings. gqulited petticoa
weather shoes of rough carpeting In
to protsot the feet of the owner whem
driving In cold wenther; In short, examples
of most things that one thinks of as necegs
sary to the wardrobe of a lady or a gontle=
man 100 years and more ngo. The old-fashe
loned ornaments are represented, too, by an
Interesting collection of buckles, cravafl
pins, bonnet pins, buttonw, earrings, and &
single silver thimhle marked neatly withe
the Initlals of ita oldtime owner.

The mreat difficulty is In assigning ecore
rect dates to the various specimens. The
gowns and walstcoats, hats and coats—all
the larger and more conspicuous objectss
trat Is—present fewer difficulties, since ol
prints and books, If ons has the patienos
to search long enocugh. give full Informss
tion of the changes of (ashions; the
trouble les rather wilh the minor pleoeny
and even whers the original owner 8
known it bardly helos matters much whess
one Jearns thet he or she was bora &
Iilile after the middle of one century, sa¥y
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